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sometimes missed, while he “went
|plm;ln: into the awnle with the Im-
petus of them. Freckles could not
| strike with half Wessnors force, but
| he conld land three blows to Wesaner's
[one. 1t wns here that Freckles' days
| of alert watching oo the lne, the per
petual swinging of the heavy cudgel
and the endurance of all weather stood
him In good stoad, for he was as tough
a8 n pine knot and as aglle na n panther.
e danced, ducked and dodged. For
the first five minutes be endured fear-
fol  punishment, Then Wensner's
| breath commenced to whistle between
his tecth, when Frecklea had only just

W | begun Aghting. e sprang back with
' shrill lnughter.
"Begolly, and will your honor be

whistliig the bornpipe for me to be
PROLOGUE. dancing of ' he cried,

This romance of Freckles and SRpang went his fist Into Woessner's
the Angel of the Limberloat {s fice, and he was past him into the
one of the most novel, entertain. *¥hle
tng, wholesome and faseinating | ~A"4, would vou be pleased to tune
atories that have come from "“" clipped his ear as he sprang back.
pen of an American author fn| Wesaner lunged at him In  biind fury.

worked Ty a sfrfng.  Tending over,
Frockles reached an arm about Wess-
ner's walst and helped Kim to his feet.

“Careful, now.” he eautioned; *“he
caroful, Freddy. There's danger of you
harting me."

Flshing a handkerchief from a back
pocket, Freckies tenderly wiped Woss
nor's eyes and nose.

“Come, Freddy, me child" he ad.
monlshed Wessner; “it's time little
boys wora gotting heme. ['ve me waork
to do And ean't be entertalning you
any mare foday. Come back tomor.
row If you ain't through yet and we'll
repata the perfarmance.”™

Agaln an awful wrenching selzed
MeLean,  Freckles stepped back ns
Wesaner, tottering and reellng ke a
thoroughly drunken man, enme toward
the pith, looking Indecd as If wildents
had taken thelr il of him,

“The codgel spun high In ale, and,
eatching 1t with an expertness ac-
quired by long practice on the line, the
boy twirled it a second and, steppMg
ount into the trall, followed Wessnoer.
Becnuse Freckles was Trish it was im.
possible to do it allently, and presently
his clear tonor rang out, thongh there
were bad eatches where he was hard
pressed for breath:

*“It was the Dutoh! Tt was the Duteh.

Do you think it was the Irish hollered
help? Not much!

It was the Dutoh. It was the Duteh"—

Wessner turned and mumbled: “What
you tollowing me for? What are you
guing to do with meT"

ness, “How's that for the Ingratitude
of a benst? And me troubling meseif
to show him off me territory with the
honors of war!”

Then he changed his tone completely
and added: “Bellke it's this, Freddy.
You see, the boss might come riding
down this trall any minute, and the
lttle mare's so wheedlesome that If

Freckles onlled the Limberlost to wit. |

| $500 tie offered me—to be—selling you

doubt 1r Fou ean” gél to Dundan's,

MeLenh had to7d Freckles to ride on |

A section of the maple with him, but

Pothaps Thére Wasm a  breath of
sound, Freckles could never afterward

Doa‘lmhnnwwhlnulnﬂllm‘“wmm“m‘," per, but for Be

up? You go to bed. 1Ll fOnish your
work."™

“Niver!” protested Freckles. T was
Just n little done up for the prisiot a
minute ago. I'm all Fight now. RiA-
ing boots are away too low. The
day's hot and the walk a good seven
miles, wir. Niver™

An he reached for the outlit he piteh-
od forwanrd and hs eyes closed. Me-
Lean stretched him on the moss and
applied restoratives, When Freckies
returned to consclousness McLean ran
to the cabin to tell Mre. Duncan to get
a hot bath ready and to bring Nellle.
Tuat worthy woman promptly flled

the wash boller and set a roaring fire
under it. She pushed the horse trough
off its base and rolled It up ta the |
kitehen

By the time McLean cama again,
leading Nellle gnd holding Freckles on
bher back, Mrs. Duncan was ready for
business. Ehe and the boss lald Freck- |
les In n trovgh and poured on hot wa-
ter until be squirmed. They ronked, |
rubbed nnd scoured him. Then they
let the hot water off and closed his
pores with cold. Lastly they stretched |
him on the floor and chafed, rubbed
and kneaded him untll he cried out|
for mercy. As they rolled him into |
bed his eyes dropped shut, but a little
later they flared open.

“Mr. MeLean” he eried, “the tree! |
Oh, do be looking nfter the tree® |

McLean bent over him, “Which tree, |
Freckles?”

“I don't know exact, sir, but it's on
the east line, and the wire is fastened
to it. Ile bragged that you nailed It |
yourself, sir. You'll know It by the
bark having been lald open to the
grain somewhere low down, and It was

out—sir!"

many years. The characters ¢n | Freckles, seeing an opening. forgot the

this sylvan tale are:

= Freckles, a plucky waif who'

gwards the Limberlost timber

leases and dreama of angelas.

+ The Swamp Angel, in whom

Freckles’ sweelest dream ma-

ferializeas.

. McLean, a member of a lamber

oompany, who befriends Freckles.

+ Mrs. Duncan, who gives moth-

er love and a home to Freckles.

+ Duncan, head teamster of Mo- |

Lean's timber gang. '
The Bird Woman, who (s ool-‘

eome from Ireland in guest of a
lost relative. '

The Man of Ajfairs, brusgue
of manner, but big of heart.
Wessner, a timber thief who
wants rascality made easy.

Black Jack, a villain to whom
thoupht of repentance comes foo

late.
(Continued from last weeks ihsue)

CHAPTER VI.
WESSNER GETS A THRABHING.
HE boss crouched among the |

bushes like a tiger ready to
spring, but as Freckles' volce |
reached him he held himself
with the effort of his life to see what

Inws of A gentleman's ganme and drove
the toe of his heavy wading boot into
Wessner's middle until he doubled up
and fell heavily. In a fBash Freckles
was on him, Fora time McLean could
not see what was happening. “Go!
Gota him now! he commanded him-

N [
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SPANG WENT NIS FIST INTO WESSENER'S
FACR

self, byt 8o Intense Was ffs Gesire to

see the boy win alone that he couid

not stir,

At last Freckles sprang up and back-
ed away. “Time! he velled like a
fury.
and don't be afrald of hurting me, I'l
let you throw In an extra hand and
lick you to me complate satisfaction,
all the same. Did you hear me call
the lmit? WIl you get up and be
facing me?"

As Wessner struggled to his feet he
resembled a battlefield, for his cloth-
Ing was In ribbons and Ws face and

she’d come on to you In your vﬂ-lm! Freckies' head rolled over and his |
state all of a sudden she'd stop lh-tl eyes dropped shut. MecLean's mind
short she'd send Mr. McLean out over | traveled back to the night aimost a |
the ears of her. No dlsparagement in- | yenr before when be lad Hlnld}
u‘;»dd:;l hto the sinse of the marel” he FM" :10*- n ':l?ﬂl:r-ﬂ P
L antily. cLean bent, covering the
Wessner belched a fearful oath, and | with one hand and laying the other
Freckles laughed merrily. with n caress on the boy's forehead.
“That's & sample of the thanks a | Freckies stirred at his touch and twis-
generous act’s always for getting.,” he | :‘l'!dh ns softly as the awallows under
continued. “Here's me peglectin® me enves.
work to eschort you out proper, and l “If you're coming this way-—tomor.
you saying such awful wnrd;.domd- N'Th: g'-lmn;-d to ue:l:r:r-lnd we'll
dy.” be demanded sternly, * you | repate the—chorus softly.
want me to soap out your moﬂlh‘!' “Bless the gritty devil,"” growled Me-
You don't seem to be realizing It, but | Lean
'lf you I;,:; Ilo buck lﬂ:nhollr. &lcli:-n | “'l:l: :':O:: xt ::ltl ;ol:n Mrs. D.l;:'
n your prisint state without me there 4 e Free i
to explain matters the chance is he'd | and send Duncas to him at the swamp |
ent the liver out of you, and | shouldn't | the minute he eanme home. Following |
l:llnk :nn't;ihe wnullm:l such a “I"n" gin ::: :Pr::: d'nrw::"u;;zr !ttso ':l:.d' hnt'-kﬂ‘t? |
tleman ns him to see that It's white.” b » the ente
Wessner grow ghastly under his | Freckles' study softly, ns if his spirit
grime and broke Into a staggering run | llur::nr' 'hﬂ":”:ﬂlht Ilmh I't;'ltlﬂ', and
‘ wnt 1 1
e it e o | e bt o
Wessner left the clenring, but It was A pleture he had wrought in living col |
1‘::: Inst scene of that performance. | ;;ﬂl?h "!t'hhﬂﬂ l:w fhﬂm u'f nrrr;au-ur;1
‘hen the boy turmed there was o ¢ had the sonl of a poet. The boss
denthly {liness In his face, nnd his legs : stepped earcfully over the velvet car- |
wavered like reeds beneath his weight. | pet aud touched the wnils of crisp ver-
e staggered back to the case, and | dure with gentle fugers. Heo stood |
opening it, he took out a plece of cloth. | long beside the flower bed and gased
He dipped it into the water and, sit- | at the banked wall of bright fowerd as
ting on n bench, he wiped the blood | If be could pever leave off,
and grime from his face, while his CHAPTER VIL
breath sucked between bls clinched AN ANOEL MATERIALIZES.

teeth. He was shivering with pain HERE had Freckles ever found

and excitement in spite of himself.
He unbuttoned the band of his right :;‘h';::m’:':_h;l:;::’::x:

sleeve, and, tuming It back, exposed from them be stopped sndden-

|

swamp with Duncan.

“1 don't see why you want to go”
sald McLoan. “1 bave no busines to
let you out today at all”

“It's me chickens, wir,” answered

Freckles hurried into the swamp.
e wan some little distance behind,
but he could still see the men. Before
he overtook them they bad turved
from the west road and bad entered
the awamp toward the east. The un-
derbrush was almost Impenetrable. As
they plunged into It a great biack bird
swapt over thelr heads,

Freckles danced wildly, “Tt's me
chickens! Oh, It'n me chickens!” he
shouted. “Ob, Dunecun, come quick!
You've found the nest of me precious
chilckens!"

Duncan burried down to the mounth
of a monstrons log, but Freckles was
before him. e crashed through pole
pon vines and underbrush regardless
of any danger and climbed on the
stump, When Duncan got there he
wan shouting ke a wild thing.

“It's batched!™ he yeolled, “Oh, me
big chicken has hatched out me lttle
chicken, and there's another egp. |
can wmee It plain, and, oh, the funny
Httle white baby! Duncan, ean you
seo me lttle white chicken

Duncan could easily see It, and so
could every one olse. Freckles ten
derly earried the lissing, blloking it
tle thing out to the light in a leaf lined
but. The men found it sufficlently

| wonderful to satisfy even Freckles,

who had forgotten he was ever sors
or #If, and eoddled over It with ev.
ery Llarneying term of endearment be
knew.

Duncan  gathered up  Lis  tools
“Deal'sn off, bays!" he sald cheerfully.
“The log mauna be tooched untll
Freckles' chaukics have fnished with
it. We might ns weel gang. Hetter
put 1t back, Freckles. It's just out,
and it may chill. Ye will probably
hae twa the morn”

Freckles deposited the baby beside
the egg. When he came back he sald:

“Be getting up, Mr. Wessner, |

mettle was in the boy.
“Don't you be wasting of me good | hands streaming blood.

time In the numbering of me bands ™| “I—I guess 1 got enongh” he mum-
bowled Freckles. “The stringth of me | bled

cause will make up for the weakness| “Oh, do you? roared Frecklea
of me mimbers, and the size of a cow. | ‘Well, this aln't your say. Yon come
ardly thief den't count. You'll think | 30 to me ground [ying abont me hoss
all the wildcats of the Limberlost is | ind lntimatin’ 1I'd stale from his verr

turned loose on you whin I come "
agiost you, and, as for me cause, 1 poct.:;. "TT" wil r‘::m?m Itk e
nuptwimyou.Wmlr.muhhtIs:’.“ y;mr ed do .th:
come down the corduroy like & dirty, | - o “"m“ A _aiped -
friendiess tramp, and the boss was for | o8t of you Uke a baby? I ain't got
taking me up, washing, clothing and :::‘u‘:"mThh hB: Rly just the :“"31
feeding me and giving me & home fuil | "1 . e b
of love and tinderness, and a master hlm. 'pur:“ SERN S S
P osreghogoedpaccci Yot ol i rolling. He attacked the uunre
pectres m'but. He's trusting me his slsting fgure and fought him until bhe
beartful, and bere comes you, you hg Ump ol wfil sad “h::
spotted tosd of the bg road, and fn-| o re ooy e to BN €6 SO
rose nud stepped back, gasping for

guits me, as s an honest Irish gintle- | 00wty his first good lungful
min, by hinting that you concaive I'd of aif he shouted, ~Time! But Lbe
be willing to shut me eyes and bold | 5.0 o¢ Wensner la M
fast while you rob him of the thing | reckies watetod Mim seith
1 was set and paid to guard and then gt - S

ful eye and saw at last that he wae

act the aneak and lar to him and ruin | SOmPletely exhausted. He bent over
and etarnally biacken the soul of me. | DM &nd, catching him by the back of

You rascal,” raved i‘mklu. “be Aght- the neck, jerked bLim to his knees

the blue lined, calloused whiteness of
his malmed sirm, now vivklly streaked
with_congusions, while In a serjes of
clrenlar dots the blood cosed slowly.
Here Wessner hnd succeeded In setting
his teoth. When Freckles saw what It
wns he forgave himself the kick in the
pit of Wessner's stomuch,

“Freckles, Freckles,” snld McLean's
volce.

Freckles snatched down hla sleeve
| and rose to his feet

“Excuse me, sir.,” be sald  “You'll
surely be belavin' [ thought meself
alone."

MeLean pushed him carefully to the
seat and, bending over him, opened a
pocket case that he earried as regu-
larly as hls revolver and watch, for
cuts and brolwes wore of dally o
currence among the gnng.

Taking the hnrt arm, he turned back
the steeve nud bathed and bhonnd wp
the wounds, He examined Frockles'
osead and body and convinced himselr
that there was no permanent injury.

Then he sat down beside Freckles,
All the Indescaibable beauty of the
place was stroug about him, but he
saw only the brulsed face of the suf-
fering boy, who had bedged for the iu-
formation he wanted like a diplomat,
argued llke a judge, fought like a
sbelk and triumphed like a devll,

As the pain lessened and breath
caught up with Freckles' pounding
heart bhe watched the boss from the
tall of his eye. How had MclLean got
there, and how loug had bhé been
there? Freckles did not dare ask. At
last be arose and, golug te the case,
| took out his revolver and the wire
I mending apparatus aod locked the
door. Then he turned to McLean.
““Have you any orders, sir?' he ask-

ight=? Was Freckles a devout Chris-

Iy. Ne had reached the door of the |
cathedral. That which Freckles had “LRAL'S OFF, BOYS!" NE GAID CHEEN
nttempted would have been patent tnl FULLY.

any one. What had been in the heart | »] made a big mistake not to be bring
of the shy, silent boy when bhe had | g0 1he egg out with the Laby, but 1
fonnd that long, dim stretch of forest, { was fearing to touch It. It's shnped
decorated s entrance. cleared and | ke a ben's eig. and It's big as n tur-
wmoothed its alsle and carpeted its al- | yay's and the besutifulest blue—just
tar? What veriest work of God wan in splattered with blg brown splotches,
these mighty lving pillars and the | jke me book sakl. precise. But you
arched dome of green! How like staln- | pover saw such n slght sy it made on
od cathedral windows were the long | (he yellow of the rotien wood beside
openings hetween the trees, filled with | that funny leathery faced little white
rifta of blue, rays of gold and the shift- | baby."

Ing emernld of leaves! Where could |  wTa) you what, Frecklea™ sald one
be found mosales to mateh this aisle | of the tenmsters “Have you ever
paved with Hving color nnd glowlug | heard of this bird woman that goes all
over the couniry with a camera and

tinn and did he worship bere? Or was
he an untaught heathen and down this
vista of entrancing lovellness did Pan
come piping and dryads, nymphs and
fairies danece for him?

Whe ean fathom the heart of a boy?
McLean had been thinking of Freckles
as a creature of unswerving honesty,

courage and faithfuiness, Here was
evidence of a heart aching for beauty,
art, companionship, worship. It was
writ large all over the floor, walls and
furnlshing of that little Limberlost
clearing.

When Duscan came McLean toid him
the story of the fight, and they laughed
untll they eried. Then they started
around the line in search of the tree

Sald Duncan, “Now the boy is in for
sore trouble!”

“I hope wnot,” answered MeLean,
“You never lu all your life saw a cur
whipped so0 completely. He won't
come back for the repetition of the
chorus. We can surely find the tree.
It we can't Freckles can. | will bring
enough of the gnog te take It out at

ing before I forget the laws of a gin-
tlemin's game and spilt your dirty
bead with me stick!"

Wessner backed away, mumbliog
*But 1 doa't want to hurt you, Free
.l‘-"

“Ohb, don't yon! raged the boy.
“Well, you alu't resembling me none,
for I'm Itehin' Hke death to git me
fingers ln the fuce of you"

He danced up and, as Wessner
lunged out in self defense, ducked un
der his arm like a bantam and
punched him In the pit of the stymach,
80 that be doubled up with a grosn
Before Wessner could stralghten him
#elf Frockles was on hiwm, fighting like
the wildest fury. The Dutchman dealt
thundering  blowa  that  soruetinivs
landed and sent Freckles recling aud

Wessner lifted the face of a*whipped
cur and, feariog further punlslment,
burst lnto great shivering sobs, whHe
the tears washed tiny rivulets through
the blood and muck. Freckles step-
ped back, glaring at Wessner, but sud-
denly the scowl of anger and the ugly
disfiguring red faded from the boy's
face, He dabbed at o cut on his tem-
ple. from which sued & tiny crimson
streatwn, and jauntily shook back his
balr, s face took on the lunocent
look of m cherub, and his volee ri-
valed that of a brooding dove, but
luto his eyes crept a lovk of diabolical
milschief.

He glanced vaguely about him untll
be saw his club, selzed nod twirled It
like & drum major, stuck It upright o
the muck annd marched on Hptod over

| dme when up came a glotieman, and |

“Yes,” sald McLean, *I have, and | once. That will insure peace for a
you are to follow them td the letter, | time at least, and | am boping that im
| Turn over that apparatus to me and A wonth more the whole gang can be
| go stralght home. Soak yourselt in moved Lere. It will soon be fwll, and
| the hottest bath your skin will bear | then, If he will go, I Intend to send

and go to bed at once. Now, hurry.” | Freckles to my mother to be educated.

“Mr, McLean” sald Freckles, “its| With his quickuess of mind and body
| sorry 1 am to be telling you, but the and & few yearw' good belp he can do
| afteruoon's walklng of the lne aln't anytbing. Why, Duncan, I'd give a
done. You see, | was just for getting hundred dollar bl If you could have

to me feet to start, and | was on good | been here and seen for yourself."
| ) Loenting the tree was an ensy task

identified. |

| we got iuto a little heated argument. | because It was so well
| It's elther settled or It's Just begun, | When the rumble of the lumber wag
but between us I'm that Inte I baveu't | ons passing the cabln on the way te

| started for the aftérnoon yet. 1 must| the swamp wakened Freckles next
l be golog nt once, for there's m trée ll morning he sprang up and was soon
| must find before the day’'s over.” [ following them. ‘The tree was a glaot
“You plucky Uttle idiot,” growled maple and so precious that they al-)

to Wessner mechanleally, ng n puppet |

McLean, “you can't walk the lne! li mgst dug It opt by the roots,

makes pletures? She made some on
my brother Jha's place last summer,
and Jim's so wild about them he quits
plowing and goies after her abont ev.
ery nest he Anfiv. He helps ber all he
can to get them. and then she gives
him a pleture. Jim's so prond of what
he has he keeps them In ihe Bible
He shows them to everybody that

comes and Drages about how he help-
ed to take them. If you're smart you'll
send for ber nod she’ll come and make
& pleture just like life. 1f you help
bex ebe will give you one. It ‘would
be uncommon pretty to keep after your
birds are gone. | duuno what they

are. 1 never seo thelr lke before,

They must something rare.  Any
you fellows ever see a bird like that
bereabouts ¥

No one ever had.

“Well," suld the teamster, “falling
to get this log lets mo off till noon,
and I'm golng to town. If 1 was
making a living taking bird pletures
seems to me I'd be mighty glad for n
chante to take one like that*

“Then you be sure to tell her to
come,” sald Frockles

The next morulng Freckles hurried
about the trall, and on his way down
the enst sldo be slipped In to see the
chickens. The mother bird was on
the nest. Ile was afrald the other
egy might Just be hatchilng, e he did
not veotume fo disturb her. He made
the round aud reached bis study early
He had bis lunch along and 41d not
ueed (o start on the secoud trip untdl

the wilddie of the afternoon. He
woirld Lave long hours to work on his
flower bed, Improve his study and
learn about bis chilekens,

The bent becawe wore insistent,
Noon came, and Freckles nte Lis din-
ner and settled for un hour or Ltwo on
8 betch with a4 bouk.

Ifted hin head just an the bushos
parted and (he face of an augel look-
I‘ ed through. Salnts, nymphs and fair
fes had fonted down his cathedral
lllll. for him many times, with forme
and volees of exquisite beaunty,
. Parting the wilkd roses by the en
| trance was beauty of which Freckles
had never drenmed. Was It real o1
would It vaulsh as the other dreams
had done? He took a step nearer
gnzing Intently, This was real flesh
and blood. And It was In every way
kin of the Limberiost, for no bird of
fts branches swung with easler grace
than this daluty young thing rocked
‘on the bit of morass on which she
stood. A sapling beside her was pol
stralghter nor rounder than her slender
form. Ier soft, waving halr clung
about her face with the heat, and
curled over her shoulders, It wan all
of one plece with the gold of the sun
which filtered through the branches
Her syes were Just the deepest blue of
the irts, ber lips the reddest of the
foxfire, and her cheeks exactly of the
same satin as the wild rose petnls ea
ressing them. She was smiling oo
Freckles In perfect confidence, and
she cried, “Oh, 'm so delghted that
I've found you!™

“Anw'—an' was you looking for met™
quavered the boy, incredulons,

“1 hoped | might find you,"” sald the
angel. “You see, 1 dido't 30 as [ was
told, and I'm lost. The Rird Womal
sald 1 sbould stay In the earringe unty
she cnme back. Bhe's been gone hours

| It's m perfect Turkish bath in there

L and 'm all lompy with mosquite bites
Just when I thought that 1 couldn’
bear 1t another minute, slong comes
the Biggest Paplilo Ajax you ever saw
1 knew how plensed she'd be, so 1 rap
after I, It flew 8o slow and so low
that 1 thought a doren times 1 had It
Then all ot once It went out of sight
over the trees, and 1 couldn’t find my
wiy back to save me. | think I've
walked over un hour. 1 have beep
mired 1o my knees. A thorn raked my
arm until it s bleeding, aud I'm s
tired and warm."™

She parted the Lushes still further
Freckles saw that her little blue cot
ton frock clung to her, llmp with per
spiration. It was torn across the
breast. One sleeve hung open from
shoulder to elbow. A thorn had raked
her arm until It was ecovered with
blood. and the goats and mosquitoes
were clustering about it Rer fes!
were in lnce hose and low shoes

Freckles gnspedd. In the Limberlost
in low shoes! He ecaught an armful
of mosa from his earpet and buried 1
in the ooze In front of her for a foot
ing.

“Get out here where 1 can sce where
you mre stepping. Quick, for the life
of vou!” he ordered

Bhe smiled on him indulgently,

"Why ' she lnquired

“DId angbody let you come here and
not he telllng your of the snakes?™
urged Freckles

“We met Mr, Mclean on the cordn

WiS IT REAL OR WOULD IT vANTEM?

roy, and he did say something about
sunkes, I belleve. The Bird Woman
put on leather leggios, nnd a nice,
parbolled time sbe must be having!
Worst dose 1 ever had, and I'd noth-
ing to do but swelter.”

“Will you be coming out of there?™
groanad Freckles
Bbe laughed as If it were a fine joke.
“Maybe if I'd bo telling you 1 killed
& rattler curled op on that same place
you're stunding as loug as me body
' aud the thickuess of me arm you'd be
moving where | can s¢o your footing,”
he urged fosistently.

“What s\ perfoctly delightful Mttle
| brogue you speak,” she sald. “My fa-
ther Is Irish, and bolf ocught to be
enough to entltle me to do that much,
‘Maybe—If I'd-be teling you,'" she
lmitated, rounding aud accenting each
word carefully,

“If you was understanding the dan-
ger” Lo continued desperatoly,

“Oh, 1 don't thisk there is much!™

Bhe tilted on the mornss,

“It you killed gne snake here it's
provably all there Is near, and any-
wuy, the Bird Womhn says a rattle-
snake I a gentleman and always gives
wurning before “he strikes, I don't
bear any mittiing. Do you?'

“Would you be kuowing it If you
QAT weked Freckles ulmost Hopa-
tently, J

How the laugh of the young thing
rlppledl,

(Continued next week,)
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